MORNING

climbed in and leaned back against the warm cushions,
panting indignantly.

Meanwhile, the Admiralty Messenger had arrived at
the Legation. Just as Colonel Buckworth left the gates
of the Palace he had driven up in his car and entered the
cool marble hall carrying a small but very heavily weighted
canvas sack tied up with string and leaden seals, and with
a label addressed to H.B.M.'s Minister crossed in ink.
Behind him a round-faced Marine stumbled up the
steps with two large bulging canvas sacks tied up and
addressed like the other, but without crosses on their
labels.

Scrutton greeted him cordially,

" Very hot again this morning, sir."

" Hot ? " ejaculated Lieut. - Commander Hunter,
R.N.V.R., who, in spite of his white uniform, certainly
looked it. " Jove, I should say it was hot. The road up
from the harbour nearly melted the tyres. Wilson's
feeling the heat a bit too."

The round-faced Marine accepted this remark as an
indication that he might deposit on the floor the bags he
was carrying, Scrutton murmured in a confidential voice
that he would look after Wilson when he was free, and the
round-faced Marine grinned hopefully.

"Shall I carry your bag to the Chancery, sir?'* he
offered.

The Messenger looked shocked.

" No, no, don't bother. It's a crossed bag, Scrutton.
I always make.it a rule never to let a crossed bag out of
my own hands till IVe had my way-bill checked."

Although Lieut. - Commander Hunter, RJST. V.R.,
had for over a year now been making the fortnightly